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Hearing his words the king also agreed to them, because they were of
sound sense. And it is said:
5. One should give heed to sensible advice tho it come from a
child, and on the other hand one should reject like a worthless
blade of grass unreasonable advice, altho it come from a man of
glorious lineage.
The king said: " O brahman, why do you appear so worn out ? "
He replied: " Why should I tell the cause of my weariness ? I am
in the greatest trouble/' The king said: " Tell me the cause of it."
The brahman said: " O king, listen. Near here there is a mountain
named Nlla, where there is a goddess Kamaksl. Here is the entrance to
an underground cave, which is closed, and is to be opened by reciting
the Kamaksi-charm. Inside this cave is a vessel containing quick-
silver, by means of which the eight minerals are turned into gold. For
twelve years I have recited the Kamaksi-charm, but the door of the
cave has not been opened. On this account I am much distrest."
The king said: " Show me the place, and I will devise some means or
other." So he showed the place to the king, and at night they both slept
there. The goddess came in a dream and said to the king: " O king,
why have you come here ? The door of the cave here will not be opened
unless it is sprinkled with the blood of a man bearing the thirty-two
superior marks." Hearing these words of the goddess the king went to
the door of the cave, and as he was putting his sword to his throat,
the goddess said: " O king, I am satisfied with you, choose a wish."
The king said: ** O goddess, if you are satisfied, then give the quick-
silver to this brahman." The goddess said: " So be it," and opened
the door of the cave and gave the brahman the quicksilver. The
brahman went to his own place, praising the king; and the king re-
turned to his own city.
Having told this tale the statue said to the king: " O king, if such
fortitude and magnanimity are found in you, then mount upon this
throne." And the king was silent.
Here ends the twenty-second story
metrical recension op 22
Then once more the king, desirous of hearing a tale, askt the statue for one, saying:
" Tell a tale." And she addrest herself to King Bhoja and began the narration,
delighting the hearts of those who sat in his assembly with her smiling glances, " Your
desire for a story makes me-communicative* O king; do not think scornfully that I am
but a wooden image, but give heed. [6]

